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REDEDIGATION
I FOUND Kurt Lowenstein. We had to stay the few
remaining hours of the night in the village where we
had met. Since I was without luggage, I had
awakened the suspicion of the porter in the little inn
and preferred to leave early the next morning. Both of
us had friends on the Czech side of the border. I
wanted to remain in direct contact with the workers
of Saxony in order to be ready immediately, should
the first sign of a fight develop. My goal, to reach the
border town, was not without danger. The trains we
took sometimes touched German soil, and we could
not inquire of the train employees, most of whom
spoke only the Czech language.
When I finally reached my friend, IL, he at once
offered me asylum in his home. We immediately set
about establishing contact with Saxony. One day we
would send a comrade to Germany, and the next day
one of their men or women would come to report to
us. We established the first news service from the land
of the barbarians.
The cruelties practised were worse than a normal
imagination could conceive. The eyes of one of our
women filled with tears as she described how her
husband had been taken to the torture cellar of the
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